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were unthinkable things, an affair for specialists, to be entrusted
to specialists and left to specialists, like the mysteries discussed by
Mr. Einstein. The good Roman Catholic hurried past them with
a bowed head and averted eyes to deal with other things.
But Mrs. Rylands had not the slightest desire to deal with these
other things. She found them not merely unattractive; she found
them tiresome and even in some aspects repulsive. She had no
taste for bric-a-brac in the soul. She wanted God herself. Belong-
ing to a Church whose Holy Father conceivably stood in the
presence of God, was no satisfaction to her. She herself wanted to
stand in the presence of God. So far as Stella could be argued with
upon this question, she argued with her about the Mass. 'It
brings one near. It is the ultimate nearness,' said Stella, dropping
her voice to a whisper. elt would take me a billion miles away,'
said Mrs. Rylands. She was naughty about the Mass and did her
best to shock her friend. CI don't want to eat God,' she blas-
phemed. el want to know him.' She said that invoking the spirit
by colours and garments and music reminded her of the hiving of
swarming bees. She objected scornfully to the necessary priest.
4God is hard enough to realise,5 she said, 'without the inter-
vention of a shaven individual in petticoats - however symbolic
his petticoats and his shaven face may be.' She recalled some
crumbs of erudition that had fallen from the table of the parental
vicarage and cited parallelisms between the old Egyptian religions
and religious procedure and the Catholic faith and practice. She
hunted out controversial material from the Encyclopaedia Brilannica.
And from more destructive sources.
The miscellaneous literary accumulations of Casa Terragena
included several volumes about Catholic mysticism, and among
others one or two books by Saint Teresa and the Life and Revela-
tions of Saint Gertrude with many details of her extremely physical
kissings and caressings with her 'adorable lover'. There was also
Houtin's account of the marvellous experiences of the sainted
Abbess of Solesmes, who died so recently as 1909. Mrs. Rylands
had dipped in these strange records and now she returned to them
for ammunition. She read the blushing Stella how every Christ-
inas Eve, the latter lady and her spiritual daughters gave the
breast, with a great physical excitement, to the infant Jesus, and
how her spiritual sons were afterwards rewarded by derivative
ecstasies when their sisters described to them' the chaste emotions
of this virginal milking'.